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TO 


. GEORGE COL MAN, ESQ. 


SIR, 


T has not been my leaft inducement to the publi- 

cation of this Trifle, that it would afford me an 
opportunity of bearing publick teſtimony to the 
liberal politeneſs which characterized your conduct 
towards me. 


Though perſonally a perfect ſtranger to you; and, 
perhaps, too neglectful of the uſual means of intro- 
duction; your attention bore in it a promiſe of gentle- 
manly candour, which has never ſince been deceived. 


I am probably urged to this Publication by another 


motive, which it would be a vain attempt to conceal: 


for, ſurely, the world would eaſily detect the pride an 
Author muſt experience in the approbation of a man 
to whoſe pen we are indebted for ſome of the firſt 
Dramatic Performances which this nation can boaſt. 


Though 
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DEDICATION. 


Though it cannot, at this period, add a tittle to 
your reputation; perhaps the preſent ſtate of the Stage 


will juſtify me in reminding the world, that a Dra- 
matic Author now lives, whoſe Plots are intereſting 


without Pantomime; whoſe Characters are the reſult 


of acute obſervation directed by taſte; whoſe Senti- 
ments, though they ſpring from the heart, diſdain not 
all alliance with the head; whoſe Humour is native; 
and whoſe Wit is chaſte. 


I am, SIR, 
With great Eſteem, 
Your moſt obedient, 


Humble Servant. 


PRE F A CE. 


HE Author who ventures to publiſh a drama- 

tick performance that has failed in it's intent to 
ſecure the applauſe of an audience, is generally accuſed 
of vanity and preſumption; though the accuſation 
might frequently be retorted, with a much greater re- 
gard to juſtice, on the critick who prefers it. The 
ſurly Sovereigns of the Pit regard ſuch an appeal as a 
daring infringement on their legal prerogatives; and 
even the unfledged Striplings of the Boxes will not 
allow the wiſdom of their deciſions to be called in 
queſtion. Yet, that there are pieces which, though 


barren of incidents to amuſe, are fertile in precepts to 


inſtruct, and therefore as well adapted to the clo/et, 
as ill- ſuited to the fage, is a truth too evident to ad- 
mit of contradiction. In the publication of a condemned 
piece, an author may likewiſe be {ſwayed by a laudable 
deſire of improvement. As the criticks of a theatre 
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he has offended; whether his plot or his language, 
his dullneſs or his humour, formed the immediate ob- 


rived from thoſe Critiques Fournaliers, who (with ſome 


11 PREF ACE. 


very often condemn in toto, when particular parts are 
deſerving of applauſe, it is impoſſible that an author 
ſhould, from their cenſure, be able to diſcover in what 


Ject of their diſapprobation: for though the emphatick 
monolyllable, © Of,” and the more conſequential ex- 
clamation of © Damned Stuff!“ may, to the ſpeaker, 
appear ſufficiently comprehenſive and explanatory ; 
to a man of plain capacity, who can give no other 
import to a word than that which is affixed to it by his 
lexicographer, thoſe expreſſions will convey no very 
copious information. Nor is the inſtruction to be de- 


few exceptions) are ever guided by intereſt in the diſtri- 
bution of praiſe, more extenſive or ſatisfactory. The 
following ſpecimen of their critical talents will ſuffi- 
ciently eſtabliſh the truth of this aſſertion. On the 
morning after the repreſentation of © A Key to the 
* Tock,” one of them, who probably conceives that 
brevity is the ſoul of wit, conveyed his opinion of that 
comedy to his readers in three words, viz. © Such a 
e Story!” This, it muſt be acknowledged, is a very 

convenient mode of criticiſing ; for, though it exhibits 
no very potent proof of judgment, it certainly ſpares a 
conſiderable expence to Bankrupt Thought. 


The critick had, perhaps, retained ſo much of his 
ſchool-learning, as to recollect the maxim, © Sapiens 
« eft qui pauca loquitur; and experience had taught 

him, 
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him, that ignorance receives the moſt effectual diſguiſe 
from an affectation of wiſdom. 


Another, after an exordium replete with the moſt 
violent profeſſions of candour and liberality, proceeds 
to exemplify his doctrine by ſuch a detail of the fable, 
as affords a compleat proof that he either did not 
hear, or did not «nderſtand it: this candid recital 1s 


ſucceeded by a liberal profuſion of indiſcriminate 


abuſe, which is terminated by the following ſplendid 
effuſion of editorial eloquence—< All the efforts of 
« the Actors were unable to preſerve this miſhapen 
© FIAT from the DESTRUCTION OF COMMON SENSE !” 
What portion of reſpect is due to ſuch criticks, let the 
Public decide! | 


Every other ſource of information, therefore, being 
polluted, an Author who js conſcious that he has com- 
mitted an error, and anxious to avoid it in future, is 
reduced to preſent his performance to the world; 
when, if it be worthy of peruſal—and where is the 


work ſo ſterile as not to inculcate ſome leſſon of 


utility ?-—he will be certain to reap the deſired inſtruc- 
tion from the uſeful labours of thoſe whoſe impartial 


criticiſms are the reſult of ſound judgment and ma- 
ture reflection. 


But motives of a different nature have ſuperinduced 


the publication of the following Comedy. On it's re- 


preſentation at the Haymarket Theatre, it was honour- 
ed 


—_— -—— — — — 22 IR — 6＋ʒELʒ˖ñ: . (— 2 14 


iv PREFACE, 
ed with the applanſe of a numerous and reſpectable 


part of the audience; who ſo far ſucceeded in their en- 
deavours, as to prevent the actors from quitting the 
ſtage till the concluſion of the piece, though repeat- 
edly urged to it by the loud clamours of a ſtrong 
Tn party in the Pit, who, before it began, openly avowed 
| their intentions of © Damning the Farce';” and, ſoon 

after it's commencement, were earneſt in their advice 

to WITHDRAW Ir. It is therefore publiſhed as a direct 

appeal from a ſentence partial and, FoR THAT REA- 
17 sox, unjuſt; and in the hope to afford a proof that 
| the approbation beſtowed on it was not miſplaced, 


e A Key to the Lock,” is a tranſlation from La 
Gaguere Imprevue of Monſieur Sedaine; which was 
firſt repreſented at Paris, in the year 1768, and has 
preſerved it's rank on the French ſtage from that pe- 
riod to the preſent time, where it ill continues to be 
received with the greateſt applauſe whenever i It is per- 
formed. The Tranſlator, therefore, can only i incur ſuch 
a portion of praiſe or cenſure as an adherence to, or de- 


parture from, the ſpirit of the original, can entitle him 
to expect. 


It has been acts indeed, that the language is 
coarſe and ungrammatical, and the plot groſsly ſtupid; 
and, that though the ſcene be laid in Spain, the man- 
ners are not Spaniſh. A peruſal of the piece will af- 
ford the beſt reply te the firſt objection; to the ſecond, 


it is anſwered, that it was reſerved for the refined wits 
of 
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of the eighteenth century to diſcover the groſs ſtu- 
pidity of Miguel Cervantes Saavedra, from whom the 
plot 1s taken; and as that author, it is preſumed, may 
be ſuppoſed to have been tolerably well acquainted 
with the manners of his own country, no farther re- 
ply will be expected to the third. 


Had this Comedy been an original production, it 
would have heen ſubmitted to the Public without a 
ſingle comment ; but, as a Tranſlation, theſe obſer- 


vations were deemed neceſſary, in juſtice to the Au- 
thor. 


S PROLOGUE. 


PROLOG UE. 


Suppoſed to be Written by G. Col MAx, Eſq. 
And intended to be Spoken by Mr. BannisTER, Junior. 


** 


HEN cautious poets ſtrive to lie perdue, 
Criticks more earneſtly the chace purſue; 
By various methods try to ſtart the game, 
And raiſe the cry upon ſome fav'rite name. 
Key to the Lock — Already witlings mock it: 
The Lock's no guard—T he Key is in their pocket. 
Not Bramah's ſelf, with all his patent tricks, 
Can frame a Lock, but what ſome artiſt picks. 
Tattle, whom anecdotes alone invite, 
Who pants to bring all anecdotes to light, 
Cries “ Unknown Author! Pooh, I know him well; 
« His name's a Secret—ſo his name I'll tell: 
c *Tis my friend Colonel——” Tattle, for truth's ſake, 
Stop, and be told how groſsly you miſtake ! 
Steele, Farquhar, ſoldiers both, tis true, wrote plays; 
And Generals now their laurels mix with bays ; 
Can cannonade with mirth, to ſpleen give battle, 
And make the thunders of both galleries rattle ; 
While Wit and Humour in the van appear, 
And Moral, with ſound Senſe, brings up the rear : 
But yet to-day no Colonel quits his Mars, 
To dally with the Muſes in a Farce. 

As to our Lock and Key, an hour will ſhow, 
Whether it boots the Maker's name to know. 
Yet fear not, Stateſmen, we ſhall feuds create; 
We'll not unlock the Cabinet of State 
Fear not, ye rich, your treaſures in the Stocks ; 
Our Key ſhall never open your ſtrong Box 
And ſafe, ye Fair, whom Love- letters amuſe ; 

In cunning drawers ſhall ſleep your Billets doux ! 

Happy the Bard, if in his works you find, 
However rude, ſome ſprings that move the mind; 
The golden Key, that ſhews a Woman bleſt 
By Virtue, lock'd within it's richeſt Cheſt, 

The ſacred Caſket of a Female Breaſt! 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


MEN. 


Don Jaan — Mr. BANRISTER, Jun. 
Don Pedro Mr. ILIrr. 

Sancho = - _ - Mr, Usnas. 

Antonio — - _- Mr, R. PALMER. 


WOMEN. 


Donna Elvira (Wife to Don Juan) Mrs. Brooks. 
Laura - - Miſs PALMER. 
Margaretta = - - Mrs. Gawpkv. 
Inis - Miſs Cor TErr. 


The Scene lies in the Country Houſe of Don Juan, near Madrid. 


vid. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. 
An 138 in Don Juan's Houſe, with folding Doors at the 
End, leading into a Gallery, in which is à covered Balcony. 


Inis ſela. 


Do not believe there's a ſervant in all Spain contented with 

her ſituation- always complaining, and always in the wrong ! 
*T'is true, we are obliged to put up with the whims of our ma- 
ſers and miſtreſſes; but then theſe little vexations ſerve to drive 
away vapours. Ah! what terrible things thoſe vapours are ! 
My poor lady !—if they remain with her another half hour, 
they'll certainly be the Tad of her! 


Enter Antonio. 


Anto. Egad, Inis, I'm in luck to find thee alone! Thoſe 
eyes, my fair, ſhine more refulgent than the mid-day ſun! 
(Kline her hand.) 

nig. Be quiet, do. — My lady's in the balcony. 

Anto. The devil ſhe is! I hope ſhe did not hear that brilliant 
ſpeech of mine; it would give her a better opinion of my talents 
than I wiſh her to entertain, 


B Inis. 
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Inis. And ſo you are really afraid leſt my lady ſhould diſcover 
the depth of your knowledge? 

Auto. To be ſure I am. | 

Inis. Diſmiſs your fears, then; for, believe me, my lady's pe- 
netration is deeper than your wiſdom. I have now lived with 
her ſeven years. 

Ante, You're ſerv'd your full time, then. The devil's in it, 
if you're not miſtreſs of your profeſſion. 

Inis. T'll tell you what; I have learnt that ſhe has the virtue 
of an angel, but the art of a devil; and her too firm reliance on 
the former makes her have too frequent recourſe to the latter. 

Anto. What, to the devil? If ſhe deals with him, I am off. 

Inis. No, blockhead! to art. As for Don Juan, who thinks 
himſelf the wiſeſt man in. all Spain, he's a mere ſlave to her ca- 
price, So, my poor Antonio, lay not the leaſt reſtraint on your 
inclinations: let the treaſures of your bright genius ſhine forth 
in all their native luſtre ; and till, when compared to my lady, 
you'll be a downright aſs. Do you hear me? 

Anto. Oh, yes! And with all her art, with all this devil in 
her, has ſhe never had any intrigue ? no little ly affair? —Eh! 

Inis. Never. She's the only woman on earth I'd ſwear for; 
except myſelt, mind ye! 


Auto. Oh! to be ſure; that's always underſtood.— But, in 
that caſe, you can't have a very good place of it. | 

Inis. My miſtreſs is very generous. 

Anto. What would ſhe be then, was there a lover in the caſe? 
Where maſters and miſtreſſes live happily together, a poor ſer- 
vant leads a devil of a life neither pleaſure nor * 3g But 
here comes my lady. Zounds ! I'd a great deal to ſay to you, 
which J muſt now defer, and be off: however, we'll fon con- 
trive another opportun ix. [Exit Antonio. 
Inis. She has at laſt muſtered up ſtrength enough to retire 
from her dear balcony. 


Enter Doma. Elvirs. 


Did you find much amuſement in the balcony, Ma'am? 
D.-Ev. Amuſement! in fuch a day as this! It rains faſter 
and faſter! One would ſuppoſe that the elements had declared 
war againſt one's ſpirits}, * 
nit. I don't know how you feel, Madam; but I declare for 
my own part, in ſuch weather, I'm all over I don't know how, 


like Ls 
D. Ev. 


A COMEDY, I 


H. Elu. The moſt ridiculous idea entered my head as I was 
fitting in the balcoriy !—And had 1 ſeen any one & aſſing the road 
with the leaſt appearance of a human being, I ſhould certainly 
have invited him in, to keep me company. 

Init. There is no cavalier in the king's n but would 
be proud of the honour, But the weather is not very favourable 


115 hunting —m maſter will have little reaſon to be pleaſed with 


a 8 5955 . k 
- 'm not;ſorry for it, 
55 11 Lord, a 9 ou adviſed him to go! 


d ſo, becauſe I know that ſportſmen in general 
1055 the company of their dogs to that of their wives: able, 


Teen 


women. 

Inis. Ms Madam, for that matter,) you wight even venture 
to like pretty ones, 

D. Elv. Give me that book. (Takes the book, and gpens it.) 
Ah, Morality! I have too much of that at Madrid ; though, 
| thanks to Faſhion! it is at length expelled all good company, 
and has been reduced to take refuge at the theatres. —Here, 
(Returns the book to Inis.) If my harpſichord was in tune now, 
I ſhould go and fit down to it 4 an hour. I thought I told you, 
Inis, to get it tuned; but you never mind what's ſaid to you. 

Init. t is tun'd, Mz am: the man was here in the morning. 

D. Elv. Ill defer it till the evening: *twill amuſe Don Juan; 
he's fond of muſic, Bring my embroidery—No, now I recol- 
lect, I have a letter to write. Put the table this way. (Inis 
Places the table before her. Oh, heavens ! (Looks at the pens, 
and throws them aſide.) not a fingle pen fit to write with! 

Inis. Here are ſome quite new, 

D. Elv. Do you ſuppoſe I'm blind? Go and ſhut the balcony 
window—No, ſtay where 2 are —leave it as it is. (Donna 
Elvira goes as to the e 

Inis. There's for you | Well, this i is rather too bad. (Takes 
up the book.) What, this is morality, i is it? I muſt know what 
morality is. (Reags.) „ Eflay on Man.” O the dear Moral! 
I'll put it in my pocket, and read it before I go to ſleep, | 

D. Elu. (Returning from the balcony.) Call a ſervant here! 

| [Exit Inis. 
What a lucky idea! twill afford me infinite amuſement. But 
hold! is it — going rather farther than ſtrict prudence will 


2 warrant ? 
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1 warrant?—No matter; ſhielded by Virtue, I may defy the feeble 
oe! ſhafts of Calumny. A woman whoſe reputation is eſtabliſhed 
: ſhould laugh at the world, and ſcorn to be a paſſive ſlave to 


|| appearances ! ; 
(1 | 26 
; 
| 
q 
| 


Re-enter Inis, and a Servant. 
Run inſtantly to the back gate of the park. Vou'll ſee an officer 
on a grey horſe. Say to him“ Sir, the lady whom you juſt 
cc ſaluted as ſhe ſtood at the window, begs the favour of you to 
cc alight for an inſtant.” You'll then introduce him by the 
little court-yard. Should he aſk my name, you'll tell him 'tis 
Donna Roderica. | 
Ih? Serv. Donna Roderica? 
i: D. Elv. Yes, Donna Roderica. Go A; and mind 
1 vou make no miſtake. Exit Servant. 
0 Inis. Donna Roderica? as 
& D. Elv. Yes, certainly. | 
{1 Inis. Pray, Ma'am, do you know the gentleman ? 
1 D. Elu. Not I. | 
K Inis. Suppoſe he ſhould know you? 
| . D. Elv. In that caſe I ſhall impute the miſtake to the ſtupi- 
| ny dity of the ſervant. 
Inis. But have you conſidered the conſequences ? 
V D. Ely. I have conſidered every thing.—I am determined not 
|; to dine alone; and as we cannot chuſe our company in the 
| country, we muſt put up with ſuch as we can find. 
$1: Inis. But ſuppoſe he ſhould prove not to be a gentleman ? 
L | (# D. Elv. Am not I going to ſee what he is? (Pulls out a 
Lin pocket-glaſs, and examines her hair.) 


Antonio enters ſoftly behind, beckons and whiſpers Inis. 


Anto. (To Inis.) This inſtant. — | 
33.8 Inis. Oh, Madam! here's ſomething to drive the vapours 
| away.—T here's a young lady ſhut up in my maſter's ſtudy! ! 
10 D. Elv. A lady! who is ſhe? 
1 Inis. (To Antonio.) Speak ! Why don't you ſpeak, you oaf? 
| Anto. (With an air of. affected aukwardneſs and "fmplicity.) 
| Why, Madam (To Inis.) Chatterbox ! | 
D. Elv. Well! | | 
| Anto. Madam—ſpeaking with due ſubmiſſion 


* 


D. Elv. A truce with your ſubmiſſion !—and proceed. 
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Anto. Saving your reſpet—Ma'am ! 

D. Elv. How ſtupid and tedious theſe animals are with their 
reſpe& and ſubmiſſion I- Well 

. Anto, I was paſſing by the end of the gallery, Ma'am ; when 
I faw through my maſter's ſtudy window that looks on the 
terrace - I ſaw all one as I now ſee your ladyſhip 

D. Elv. Now comes Ladyſhip.— Well, what did you ſee? 

Anto. I faw at my maſter's ſtudy window, which, as I ſaid 
before, looks on the terrace—l faw—a—a window-curtain 
move. Then a little hand—a right-hand. Noa left-hand.— 
Yes—No—Yes, it was a right-hand, which drew the window- 
curtain juſt ſo. I peep'd, and ſaw a ſweet young lady of about 
ſixteen or eighteen. I cou'dn't ſwear that ſhe's eighteen ; but 
ſhe's full ſixteen, I am ſure. 

D. Elv. And are you ſure of what you ſay? 

Ante. Sure as a gun, Ma'am. 

D. Elv. It muſt be ſomebody belonging to Sancho. Tell him 
to come to me diretly,—Antonio, you have not mentioned this 
to any body ? 

Anto. Only to Inis. | 

D. Elv. It either of you dare to open your lips on the ſubject, 
I diſmiſs you.—Send Sancho to me. [Exit Antonio. 

Ini. (Acfecting to cry.) I don't know, Ma'am, that I ever 
was unfortunate enough to be wanting—in reſpect. I'm ſure I 
never told a ſecret in all my life. | 

D. Eiv. You have my free permiſſion to tell mine. | 

Inis. I'm ſure there's not a woman in all Spain—no—not a 
duenna, more cautious. Do you think, Ma'am, I—l—could 


pe fo wicked? 


| D. Elu. No airs, Inis! Be ſilent, or leave the room. 


Enter Sancho. 


Sancho, who is that young lady that's ſhut up in Don Juan's 
ſtudy ? | | | 
Sancho. A young perſon, Ma'am, ſhut up in my maſter's 
ſtudy! | | 


. Elv. No equivocation. Deceit in a ſervant is a breach 


of reſpe& which I could never pardon. 


Sancho. Madam, I have had the honour of ſerving my maſter 
many, many years; and in all that time I have never once in- 
curred his diſpleaſure for a breach of reſpect. No, Madam; 
Jam ſorry you ſhould think me capable — 
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D. Elv. I ſee you are ſeeking to elude the queſtion ; but I 
expect a direct anſwer—Who is the young perſon: now ſhut up 
in Don Juan's ſtudy? | 

Sancho. Y ou don't conſider, Ma'am, what a diſadvantage this 
may be to me. | ö 

P. Elv. Not the leaſt. 


Sancho. Ah, Madam! if you aſk my maſter, I'm ſure he'll tell 
you all about it. 


D. £tv. That's nothing to the purpoſe. —Inis, leave the room. 
— Now to the point. | | [Exit Inis. 
Sancho. Madam, yefterday morning my maſter gave me a 


Paper, and ordered me to execute ſtrictly the commands it con- 
tain 


D. Ely. Where is the paper? 

Sancho. I believe I have it in my pocket. Ves, here it is. 
D. Elv. Read the contents. 

Sancho. It's my maſter's own hand-writing. 


| | Reads. ] 


« THUurRsDaAyY MoRNIiNG, the 16th Inſtant. 

« This evening, at half paſt five, Sancho muſt tell his wife 
* to put on her beſt gown. At half paſt ſix, he muſt go out 
« with her, under pretence of taking a walk. At half pat 
« feyen, he muſt conduct her to the little park gate. When 


4 the clock ſtrikes eight, he muſt let his wife know that they 
s are waiting for me. At half paſt eight 


D. Elv. He was determined there ſhould be no miſtake * 
want of preciſion. Give me the paper. (Cafts her eye over it.) 
Well! 5 N 8 

Sancho. My maſter did not arrive till half paſt ten. My poor 
wife was almoſt frozen to death! He was in his own carriage; 


and with him were two ladies, the one young, the other middle- 


aged. He ordered my wite to conduct them to his apartment, 


by the ſervants ſtair-caſe; whither be followed them, ſpoke 2 
few words to the youngeſt, and then recommended them to our 


care. 
D. Etv. Where did they paſs the night? ö 
Sancho. In my wife's room, where a bed was prepared for 
them. Fo 
D. Elv. And did Don Juan take no farther notice of them ? 
Sancho. O yes, Ma'am: he paid them a viſit this morning 
before he went a-hunting ; and he ſhewed them a vaſt deal of 
reſpe& and attention—a vaſt deal—a vaſt deal! 


D. Elv. 


A COMEDY. 


Elv. I did not aſk * that. And can't you gueſs what 
ſort of women agg! xe 

Sancho. Why, Ma'am, my wife ſays ſhe's ſure they are ſome 
ladies of faſhion. 

D. Elv. Shew them hither. 

Sancho. For Heaven's ſake, Madam 

D. Elv. Obey, and be under no apprehenſions for the conſe- 
quences. | [Exit Sancho. 

This wears a very ſtrange appearance! Ah! Don Juan, I 
could never have believ'd But hold! Suſpicion is a bad 
judge. At the bar of Reaſon, condemnation ſhould never pre- 
cede conviction. 


Enter Inis. 


Hark ye, Inis; I deſire that you'll obſerve a ſtrict ſilence, in 
reſpect to what you do know, as well as to what you do nat 
know. Let your conjecture and communication lie equally 
dormant. (Hal, aſide.) I now repent my abſurd invitation to 


this military ſtranger. (To Inis.) 'The moment he enters the 
houſe—— 


Inis. Who, Madam? 
D. Elv. The officer, to be ſure You'll ſhew him into my 


dreſſing- room, and deſire him to wait an inſtant; after which 
return to me. [Exit Inis. 


: Enter Laura, Margaretta, and Sancho. 


I am extremely ſorry, Madam, to intrude on your retirement, 
but you cannot wonder at my anxiety to be acquainted with 
Don Juan's motives for concealing your arrival at this houſe 
from me. 

Marg. I'll inform you, Madam. 

D. Flv. Does that perſon belong to you? (To Laura.) 
Laura. Yes, Madam; ſhe is my governeſs. | 

D. Elv. May I requeſt her to walk into the next room? 

Laura, As ſhe has never left me for a fingle hour from my 
Infancy, I ſhould rather, with your permiſſion, that ſhe would 
. ſtay, | 5 
5. Elv. Sancho, leave the room. 


[Sancho advances a chair to the front for Laura, Donna 
Elvira points to one behind for 5 4 
Ev. 
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D. Els. Sit down, pou woman, fit down. [Exit Sancho. 

Your appearance, Madam, convinces me that Don Juan 

muſt have had reaſons of a very extraordinary nature for not in- 
troducing you to me. 

Laura. Whatever they are, Madam, I am unacquainted with 
them. I ſhould certainly have been the firſt to requeſt that ho- 
nour, had I known (which till this inſtant I did not) that I was 
under the fame roof with Donna Elvira. 


D. Elv. You did not know, then, that you were in my houſe ? 
Laura. No, Madam. 


| - D. Elv. You redouble my curioſity. 

3t i Laura. I cannot poſſibly have any objection to ſatisfy it, as 

B+! Don Juan never enjoined me to ſecreſy. 

4 D. Elv. Pray, has he long had the honour of your acquaintance? 

un: Laura. He has known me from my infancy. My life has 
H been paſſed in a convent, where Don Tra was the aul perſon 

| admitted to ſee me. He has been my ſole parent, guardian, 

1 and friend; and ſo well has he fulfilled the duties of thoſe ſacred 

n offices, that my heart has never known a want. : 

Ut: D. Elu. (To Marg.) What is the young lady's name? 

| Marg. Laura. t 

Ub; D. Elu. And is it poſſible, Madam, that you can be unacquainted 

r with Don Juan's motives for bringing you to his houſe in this 

ts extraordinary manner, and concealing you. from the eyes of 

Bil every one? 

Laura. Reſpect, Madam, is, I apprehend, an effeRual bar to 
curioſity; and 1 ever entertained too high a reſpet for Don 
Juan to preſs him on a ſubject on which he wiſhed to be ſilent. 

D. Etv. (With a ſneer.) JI cannot but admire your diſcretion; 

Laura. And, as I before obſerved, till within theſe ten mi- 
nutes I knew not that I was in your houſe. 

D. Elu. It ſeems you would wiſh me to forget it. 

Laura. (Riſing.) 1 muſt beg leave to retire, Madam. 

D. Ely. (Riſing.) (In a mild tone.) J hope that Don Juan will 
rt much longer debar me of the pleaſure of your acquaintance, 

Laura. | hope he will not. 

D. Etv. The motives which have hitherto influenced his con- 

duct, certainly require all the ſentiments you are ſo well formed 
to inſpire, to prevent them from being conſtrued to your diſad- 
vantage. : : 
Enter Inis. 


Inis. He ſays, Madam, his name is Don Pedro. 
Laura and Marg. Don Pedro! 


| | D. Elv. 


v. 
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D. Elv. Have you ſhewn him into my dreſſing- room? 
Inis. No, Madam, he is in the anti- chamber. 
D. Elv. Shew him in, in a minute As I apprehend, Madam, 


it is Don Juan's intention to introduce you to me very ſhortly, I 


ſhall not let him know that I have anticipated him, and I muſt 
requeſt you to be ſilent on the ſubject. 

Laura. I certainly ſhall. 

D. Elv. Tell Sancho, that I deſire he will pay this lady every 
poſlible reſpect and attention. | 

Laura. Madam 


[Donna Elvira attends them out. Inis remains on the 
tage, and ſees Don Pedro entering from the ade. ] 


Inis. The man's not amiſs ; ſhe may venture to keep him to 
dinner. Exit Inis. 


Enter Don Pedro and Antonio. 


Don Pedro. How long have you lived here, Antonio? 

Anto. Not long, your honour.— Pray, Sir, does honeſt Perez 
live with you ſtill? 

Don Pedro. Yes, I left him on the road; his horſe knocked. 
up. But I always thought that Elvira was the name of Don 
Juan's wife? 

Anto. And ſo it is, Sir. 

Don Pedro. But the ſervant called her Donna Roderica. 

Anto. She ordered him, Sir. 

Don Pedro. And what the deuce can ſhe mean by that? 

Anto. Lord, Sir, who can diſcover a lady's meaning? She 
has ſo many freaks in her head ! 


Don Pedro. And where's your maſter ? 


Anto. Gone a-hunting. - | 

Don Pedro. I expected to find him at home: he returns to- 
night, I ſuppoſe? 

Anto. My miſtreſs expects him, Sir. 

Don Pedro. But to call herſelf Donna Roderica !—faith, I 


cannot comprehend it. What can be her motive? 


Anto. That no one can tell, Sir: I doubt much whether ſhe 
knows it herſelf. Oh, here ſhe comes — But pray, Sir, don't 
lay that I told you, | | [Exit Antonio. 


C Enter 
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” 


Enter Donna Elvira and Yell 


5. B. What, Don FA paſs my door. without 7h, 

— — Bleſs me, Sir! I beg you ten thouſand pardons ! I re 

took you for one of my huſband's, relations, Indeed, Sir, 1 15 

extremely concerned at the miſtake. ; 
Don 1 L am much indebted to the miſtake, Madim, 

ſince it has procured me the honour of _— Donna Rode- 

rica. 

D. Elv. Indeed, Sir, I am fo confuſed——But, Inis, did you 


ever ſee fo ſtrong a likeneſs? The exact features of Don Ferdi- 
nand! + 


Inis. As like as two otanges, Ma: am. 


D. Ebv. It is really aſtoniſhing !-—The fame height, the ſame 
turn of the head! 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam, dinner's- on the table. . [Exit Servant. 

D. Elv. Will you do me the favour, Sir, to ſtay dinner? al- 
though I have not the honour of your e e EG 

Don Pedro. Madam! 

D. Elv. You muſt not refuſe my invitatio as you will afford 
me an opportunity of effacing the unfavourable opinion which 
my ridiculous blunder muſt have inſpited you with. 


[Don Ne bows, « and hands her out. Manet fats. } 


65 ENS Well the hes play her part to admiration! On, we 


women have wonderful talents, for deception l. "She Hd. he 


would not dine alone, Faith, ſince ſhe is fo averſe to folitude, 
tis well my maſter returns before night. 


2: $245 e PR 4 « F 1 
END OF ACT THE FIRST. 
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t. 
— 


A laſt I have got a minute to myſelf. 
ep 


of you. Don't you wait at table to-day? ; OS 
Anto. There are enough to wait on two people without me. 
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ACT u. 


$CENE 1. 


Inis at work on 4 Ruffle. Antonio enters from behind, with a 


Napkin in his Hand. Inis, hearing ſomebody coming, is about 
to hide the Ruffle ; but ſeeing it is Antonio, continues to work. 


Antonio, 


. * — 


Inis. What, you are here, are you? I was juſt thinking 


Yet I am ſorry I leſt the room, too; I might have liſtened to their 
converſation. (Antonio deans over the chair, and lays hold of the 


thread with which Inis is working.) : 


Inis. Do, have done, Sir. 
Anto. Doſt know, Inis, I love thee dearly? 
Inis. That's no news. But, pray, let me aſk you how you 


could be ſo aukward before my miſtreſs, with your clowniſh be- 


. 


| haviour. Faith, you are free and eaſy enough with me always. 


Anto. What do you mean? | 
Inis. Speaking with due ſubmiſſion, Madam Saving your 


roſpect, Madam All one, as I now ſee, 


[Phils Inis is ſpeaking, Antonio burſts into a laugh. ] 


Anto. Ha! ha! ha!—ha! ha! ha! 
Inis. What is the nuimſcull laughing at? 
Anto. And really now, was not you up to that? 
Tas. Up to what?» © bn ent —. | 

Anto. Why, when I affected to ſpeak like a clodhopper ?——- 
Why, I did it on purpoſe. .- | ILY 

Inis. You did it on purpoſe ! 
Anto. Lord, child, you can't imagine what pleaſure it affords 


our maſters, when we give them an opportunity of exclaiming— 


What damn'd ſtupid animals ſervants are! The raſcals have 
« not a ſingle idea! The ſcoundrels are not one degree remov'd 
« from the brute creation! Damn it, Sir, a man had better 

clean 


. — — — —„t „ 
1 — 
* 
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& clean his own ſhoes than be troubled with ſuch reptiles!“ 
With a thouſand other pretty ſpeeches, all as much as to ſay, 
& What a damn'd clever, ſenſible fellow, am I!” When food for 


vanity is ſo cheaply ſupplied, why not give the gluttons a full 
meal of it! 


Inis. I did not think you was half ſo clever. 

Anto, I have already had five maſters, three of whom diſmiſs'd 
me for daring to think; that is, for ſhewing them I had more 
ſenſe than themſelves. After that, I totally chang'd my plan; 
and have already amaſs'd a ſnug ſum, which I mean to lay at 
the feet of my pretty little ſempſtreſs. (K:/es Inis.) 

Inis. Ha done, do, teazing me ſo! 

Anto, I tell you what, Inis—— 5 

Inis. Have done I— have done, then, I ſay!—You have made 
me break my thread, you have There the devil may make 
you ruffles for me! (Throws them down; Antonio picks them up.) 

Anto. Y ou pay a pretty reſpect to my ruffles, truly Gad, they 
are delightfully work'd! 

Inis. Give them me, do. ( Riſes.) 

Anto. Ah! I wiſh I had Sancho's place, for your ſake as well 
as mine, Inis! | 

Inis. Why ſo? | 

Anto. Why ſo? And this pretty young lady that's ſhut up in 
Don Juan's apartment! I'll lay you a wager it will turn out the 
ſnuggeſt little intrigue for Sancho. My maſter will ſend him to 
Madrid to hire lodgings for her, and he'll have the buying of the 
furniture—all clear profit! My miſtreſs will ſuſpect ſomething, 
or ſome damn'd good-natur'd friend will come poſt from Ma- 
drid on purpoſe to tell her of it, without deſigning it. Oh, Inis! 
if thou haſt a grain of ſenſe, wench, thy fortune is made! Be 
careful to ſpread proper reports; whether true or falſe, don't 
ſignify a maravedi.—T he train once laid, if love don't ſet fire to 
it, vanity will; and then Retaliation's the word! Why could 
you ſuppoſe I mentioned it to my lady with any other view than 
that of inducing her to retaliate! 

Inis. You're a dangerous rogue, Antonio. | 
Anto. You've lived ſeven years with her, you ſay. A ſervant 
| muſt be a fool indeed, if, at the end of ſeven years, ſhe don't 
govern her miſtreſs, 5 | 


Inis. My ' miſtreſs won't bear to be trifled with, I promiſe 
you. {x OS Re = 


| Ante. Here is a glorious opportunity Don Pedro's a hand- 
ſome man. „„ 


Inis. 
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Inis. Who? | 

Anto. Don Pedro, the officer who's at dinner with her. 

Inis. What, do you know him, then ? 

Anto. Yes, he uſed to viſit my old maſter. —But, zounds ! I be- 
lieve they have done dinner—how quick time paſſes away in 
agreeable com ray 

Inis. Heavens] here's my miſtreſs! (Hides the Ruffles.) 

| | [Exit Antonio, 


Enter Donna Elvira and Don Pedro. 


D. Elu. Believe me, Sir, our ſex will ever hold the reins of go- 
vernment. We arrive at our authority by ſo flowery a path, and 
the aſcent to it is ſo imperceptible ! Our perſeverance in the pur- 
ſuit is diſguiſed by ſuch a pleaſing ſimplicity, and has ſo little the 
appearance of obſtinacy, that we attain the ſummit of power be- 
fore you even ſuſpect we are on the road. 

Don Pedro. When the ſceptre is ſwayed by beauty, ſubmiſſion 
is bliſs. | 

D. Elv. Your reaſon is ſwayed by your gallantry, I find; but a 
moment's reflection will convince you of the truth of my doctrine. 
From our infancy accuſtomed to conceal our thoughts, and to 
repreſs the genuine feelings of nature, filence is impoſed on us 
as a duty, hypocriſy as a virtue. The reſtraint laid on our 
tongues gives an additional keenneſs to our eyes and ears; it 
renders our penetration more acute; our attention more ſerious; 
our reflections more refined; and that modeſty of expreſſion ſo 
natural to us, inipires the men with a blind confidence, of which 
2 might eaſily take advantage, could we ſtoop to deceive 

m. 
Don Pedro. Vou are too able a logician for me. If the co- 
Jonel of the regiment to which I formerly belonged were here, 
"> ſhould be a match for you; for this was his favourite ſub- 
D. Eu. And what might his opinion be, Sir? 
Don Pedro. Oh! his opinion, Ma'am, was a very ftrange 


one— but, indeed, he was a very ſtrange character. 


D. Elv. How ſo? 
Don Pedro. I'll tell you, Ma'am. Though very fond of play, a 
great ſportſman, and conſtantly laying wagers, yet he piques 
himſelf on his univerfal knowledge. He is vers'd in all the arts 
and ſciences; particularly ſkill'd in mechanicks; and can enter 
995 into 
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into the minytiz of every branch of trade with wonderful facili- 
ty. In ſhort, nothing comes amiſs to him: he will build a boat, 
or make a button, with the ſame eaſe as he would pen a Philippic, 
or ſolve the moſt abſtruſe problem in Euclid. In other reſpects, 
an excellent officer, a man of ſound ſenſe and ſtrict honour, 
D. Ely. If his perſon correſponds with his character in pgint 
of ſingularity, he muſt be a perfect curiolity. . | 
Don Pedra. Oh, he is a very perſonable man, and has a look of 
health and vigour ſeldom to be ſeen in a man turn'd of forty, 
D. Elv. Forty! Pray, may I aſk his name? 
Don Pedro. His name is Don Juan. 
D. Elv. Don Juan! | 
Don Pedro. What, do you know him, too? | 
D. Etv. Yes—thatis, I've ſeen him. But, pray, what may be 
” his opinion of our ſex? | 
Don Pedro. They told me his wife was dead, and that he was 
going to be married again. 
D. Elu. No, Sir; his wife's alive. 
Dan Pedro. I'm ſorry to hear it—he's much to be pitied. on 
© her account. | | | 
D. Elv.' On his wife's account? 
Don Pedro. Yes, poor woman! ſhe's a little 
D. Elv. A little | 
Don Pedro. Yes, ſhe's a little touch'd. She has a complaint 
in her head, quite abſent at times—indeed ſo much, as to forget 


the moſt ſimple things. "Nay, I'm told, ſhe even forgets her 


Oven name. | 


D. Elv. Downright ſcandal, I can aſſure you. 


During Don Pedro's laſt ſpeech, Inis endeavours to, ſtifle 
@ laugh, but at laſt burſts cut. Donna Elvira turns to- 
wards her.] ' 


What's the matter with you ? 


Inis. Oh, Ma'am, I've got ſuch a tooth it almoſt diſtracts 


oo 
7 * o * 
L 
* 


D. Elv. Leave the room, then. [Exit Inis. 
Well, Sir, and what was Don Juan's opinion of our ſex? 
Don Pedro. His opinion Ma'am, he averred to be the reſult of 


experience and deep reflection. “ Women, ſaid Don Juan 


faith, I'm afraid of repeating his words. 
D. Elu. No reſerve, Sir, I beg. 6 | 
Den Pedre. © Women,” ſaid he, only maintain an empire 
« Over weak minds. I heir prudence is mere fineſſe; their reaſon 
« a facility 


On 


int 
get 
her 


A COMEDY. 19 


« A facility of expreſſion. They ſometimes, indeed, ſkim the 
« ſurface of knowledge, but never venture deeper ; and in that 
« they may be right, tor they'd very foon be out of their depth. 
« Ever intent on trifles, and too frivolous for thought, their 
« judgment acquires no folidity. Hence their pretenſions to 
« wiſdom are vain, though their claims to wit may be ſometimes 
« welt founded; but even that, as it owes it's chief force to their 
« charms, leaves them with their youth. They would ra- 
« ther But remember, Madam, it's Don Juan who's 
ſpeaking, not I; I am very far from thinking 
D. Flv. Oh! no apologies, Sir; pray proceed They wou'd 
rather 
Don Pedro. They would rather,“ ſaid he, «© owe their ſuc- 
cc refs to cunning than candour. Incapable of ſecreſy but on 
« one article; myſterious on many; deceitful on all. They are 
« almoſt always under the dominion of two paſſions, which, in- 
« deed, may be conſidered as one—the love of our ſex, and 
« hatred of their own. Beware——” But indeed, Ma'am, I 
am aſham'd to proceed. * 
D. Ely. Pray conclude your ſentence, Sir. 
Don Pedro. * Beware,” ſaid he, © of their firſt glance, and 
« they'll never deceive you. For my part,“ ſaid he, «© I can 


« ſafely ſay, that I never was deceiv'd by them in my life; and I 
« dare ſwear I never ſhall be.” 


D.-Elv. And Don Juan told you this? 

Don Pedro. He not only told it to me, but to every officer 
who had the honour of dining at his table; and when talking on 
that ſubject, he enter d into ſome particulars, wherein 

D.Eu. I have no ecurioſity to know them, Sir. And you all 
join'd him, I ſuppoſe; for as the abuſe of our {ex is a faſhionable 
topic of converſation with yours, no man of the world can be 


unprovided with arguments on the ſubject, particularly as he 4s 
in no danger of meeting with contradiction. 


Don Pedro. I was ſilent. But if I had had the honour of 
knowing Donna Roderica, I ſhould have attacked him with ad- 
vantage, and convinc'd him that wit and beauty, mental accom- 
pliſhments, and perſonal charms—— 

D. Etv. ( Reſerv/d. ) I did not recollect, Sir, that I was cola 


ſing on your politeneſs.—You told me you had thirty: miles to goz 
and it begins to grow late. 


« Beware _P 


Enter Inis. 


Inis. Madam, here's Don Ju- 1 mean, my maſter, return'd. . 
D. Etv. 
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D. Elv. What, already! Good Heavens! what ſhall I do! (Con- 
fuſed.) \ 

Don Pedro. You ſeem to be alarm'd at ſomething—I hope 
I'm not the cauſe. | 

D. Elv. Thave ſome ſcruples in what I am going to propoſe. 
My huſband is peculiarly delicate on certain points, not jea- 
lous, for he has no reaſon. But the manner in which 
- Don Pedro. Well, Ma'am | 

D. Elv. He will doubtleſs come to give me an account of his 
day's ſport, and I dare ſay he will not ſtay long. 
Don Pedro. What would you have me Jo? 

D. Elv. If you'd juſt ſtep into that cloſet ? 

Don Pedro. Certainly, with great pleaſure. 

D. Elv. Your confinement ſhall not be long. The moment 
he quits the room, Ill releaſe you. You'll not have time to be- 
come tir'd of your paſt. From thence you'll be able to over- 
hear our converſation; and you'll oblige me by paying particular 
attention to it. | [Exit Don Pedro into the cloſet. 

Ah, Don Juan! Don Juan! ſo we only maintain an empire 
over weak minds? I'm piqued to the foul! Yes, yes, I know his 
ſtile of talking, well enough; that a man whoſe high opinion of 
his own merit would have rendered him the verieſt dupe ! Oh, 
how happy ſhould I be to revenge myſelf by expoſing his weak- 
neſs; and on the ſpot too, this very inſtant; and thereby aſſert 
the ſuperiority of female genius! But how to contrive it—— If 
I could make him relate, or rather believe—no, that would too 
nearly affect my priſoner. I would wiſh him to be a little affect- 
ed too. (She locks the cloſet door, and ſeems loſt in one} 
I have it! (Smiles at the idea that ſtrikes her.) No, no—yet 
ſhould like it too. What can I riſk? (Takes the key out of the 
cloſet door.) Should it ſucceed, *twill be delightful | (Puts the 
hey in her pocket, and fits down.) —Inis, give me my work-bag. 

Inis. Here it is, Madam. | 
D. Elv. (Still muſing.) Give me my work-bag, I ſay. 

Inis. It's here, Madam. 


Don June. (Without.) Guzman, lead the horſes down the 
avenue FOE | 


Enter Don Juan in a hunting-dreſs. 


D. Elv. Well, Sir, you have had a pleaſant morning? 
Don Juan. You know like rain. But how , you 
amuſed yourſelf this gloomy day? Have you had much com- 


pany? 
. D. Ek. 
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D. Elv. Not a ſoul. I ſuppoſe you have had good ſport, as 


uſual ? 

D. Juan. No, Ma'am, the moſt curſed luck! The fineſt 
ſcenting morning we have had this ſeaſon. We threw off at the 
Count's Wood. The dogs were no ſooner in cover, than we 


Hund. When Thunderer gave tongue, I knew the game was at 


hand. The muſic was heavenly ! The ſtag daf'd through the 
wood, and broke cover on the ſouth fide. Away he went, right 
an end; ran like lightning till headed back by an infernal waggon. 
The dogs were at fault for ten minutes, We drew them off, 
and tried back, but too late, We got on the hee/. The rain 
came on, the ground carried, and our day's ſport was totaly 
ſpoiled. 
"tO Elv. I am always aſtoniſhed at the number of expreſſions 
you ſportſmen make uſe of. We women flatter ourſelves we under- 
ſtand our own language; when, in fact, our knowledge of it is 
very imperfect, How many terms are there peculiar to every 
art, ſcience, . and profeſſion; and particularly in what you 
Call——Me— . 
D. Juan. Mechanics. 
D. Eli. Mechanics! Well, now, there's an expreſſion! 
D. Juan. A man of education muſt naturally be acquainted 
with them all; that is, nearly. 
D. Elv. I can't believe that. | 
D. Juan. I don't quote myſelf, becauſe I have taken particu- 
lar pains to verſe myſelf in every branch of uſeful, as well as 
ornamental knowledge: and though I have no empire to reform, 
I have entered into more minutiæ than the Czar Peter ever was 
acquainted with. | 
D. Elu. I don't doubt but you've a thorough knowledge of the 
ſciences, and of the fine arts; and alſo a general notion of trade 
and manufactures: but I am ſpeaking of thoſe terms which are 
peculiar to each, and conſequently only underſtood by the artiſt 
or manufacturer. 
D. Juan. Oh! technical terms, you mean. Not one but I 
know. Why, Ma'am, I'd back myſelf againſt a ditionary— 
2 Cyclopzdia, Ma'am | 


D. Elu. Well, now, that's more than I would: for I was juſt 


looking at that door, and thinking that every piece of iron or 


braſs about it muſt certainly have a name peculiar to itſelf ; and, 


except the lock and the hinges, I could not name one of them. 
D. Juan. No! I'd name them all in leſs than a minute! 
D. Elv, All? that's impoſſible. 
D D. Juan. 
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D. Juan. I wiſh I'd a good bett on it 

D. Elv. Ah! that's ſoon ſaid. 

D. Juan. Not ſooner ſaid than done. 

D. Elv. And you are really ſerious ? 

D. Juan. Try me. 

Inis. This is pretty amuſement for the gentleman in 
the cloſet ! 

D. Elv. Now I recollect, I have been in want of fifty piſtoles 
for ſome days paſt ; and, if you dare, it's a bett. 

D. Juan. Fifty piſtoles you'll bett? With all my heart; it's 
a bett. | 

Inis. ( Aſide.) What can ſhe mean by this! 

D. Elv. And you'll tell me the name of every piece of iron or 
"#1 braſs that's ufed in the conſtruction of a door, and conſequently 
1 of thoſe uſed in a lock? Now, of that door, for example? 
1 (Pointing to the Cloſet- door.) 
i! D. Juan. Yes, every one. —_ 

D. Elv. But they muſt be written down ; for I'm ſure I ſhall 
never remember. | 5 

D. Juan. O, certainly—let them be written down by all 
means. Inis, ſend Sancho here. | [Exit bois 
You cannot do me a greater pleaſure, Madam, than by affording 
me an opportunity of convincing. you of the ſuperiority of our 
ſex in point of knowledge and erudition. Tis true, indeed, that 
the divine talent beſtowed on you by nature, that irreſiſtible 
aſcendancy gained by a ſingle look, more than overbalance—— 
D. Elv. You forget that I'm your wife; and a compliment, 
like a pawn at Cheſs, is loſt when miſplaced. But to our wager, 
Sir—l fancy you wiſh me to forget it? 

D. Juan. Not I, I aſſure you. 
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D. Elv. Here, Sancho—lI muſt prove what I have advanced 
without loſs of time, as we have {till thirty miles to go to-day. 

D. 1 What do you ſay? bus of 

D. Elv. Nothing, Sir; nothing. Come, to our wager. 

D. Juan. Sancho, place yourſelf at that table, and write down 
what I ſhall tell you. | 

D. Elv. Aye, mind, Sancho!“ Pay fifty piſtoles to the bearer 
<« hereof; which place to my account.“ 

D. Juan. Don't be in « burry, Ma' am Vou have not won 


them. 
N D. Etv. 


D. Elo. Come, Sir, begin. As I have more generoſity than 
wiſdom, like a true woman, I'Il furniſh you with weapons againſt 
myſelf. You'll not forget the Lock, I ſuppoſe, and the little 
nails which faſten it on? 

D. Juan. They are not nails—they are ſcrews. Sancho, 
write down the Lock—the Screws—the Bolts. 

Sancho. (Writing.) The Bolts. 

D. Juan. Wards—Springs—Staples—Hinges. 

D. Elu. Stop, Sir, ſtop. Not fo quick; you alarm me! 

Sancho. Hinges. 

D. Juan. Nay, Madam, I have not done yet. 

D. Elv. Oh, Sir, I've loſt! I've loſt! 


D. Juan. Sancho, mind Tumbler Handle Nob—Roſe 


Scutcheon. 
D. Elv. Ah, Don Juan! I find my fifty piſtoles are gone 
D. Juan. You ſee I require no time for ſtudy: I have it at 
my fingers ends | 
Sancho. Scutcheon. | 
D. Elv. But come, let us compromiſe. Will you take twenty 
piſtoles for the debt? 
D. Juan. No, no, no! Nob—Rofſe—Scutcheon. 
Sancho. They are all down, Sir. 
D. Elv. Come, twenty piſtoles? Conſider well. 
D. Juan. No, no, Madam! You would bett; ſo you muſt 
abide by the conſequences. 
D. Elv. Well, I'll give you thirty? 


D. Juan. I'll not bate a maravedi! I loſt three betts laſt 


week, and *tis but fair I ſhould have my turn. 
D. Elv. There is nothing more to be ſaid, then: I need not 
aſk you whether you have forgotten any thing ? | 
| D; Yoos . Let me ſee; I fancy not. (Takes the Paper, and 
reads.) Tumbler—Handle—Nob—Um—um. 
D. Elv. If it had been a large ſtreet-door, you would not 
have found it ſo eaſy a matter. 
1 D. Juan. Exactly the ſame. ( Reading.) Screws Bolts 
inges. 
D. Elv. Well, is it all right? 
D. Juan. Yes, I think ſo. Wards—Roſe—Scutcheon: 
D. Elv. What aſtoniſhes me moſt, is the extreme facility 
with which 
D. Juan. Does that aſtoniſh you? 
D. Ely. I confeſs it ſhould not, when I conſider it's the effect 
of profound knowledge and erudition. Well, nothing remains 


to be done, then ; does there ? | 
D 2 D. Fuan. 


* 


1 


. — OY 


* 
2. 


* tht 
Fa — 
aa - 

2 C 

- . 

. 


— a 2 1 4 9 * * 5 —— «= a4 * » 
A oy 9 — 
8 1 - 2 . . 4 = 
" 1 1 1 — \ _ P - 12 — 
— -@ rr 8 — : — 
E ets - * 
& * — ö A ® — —— —_— _ * 3 — er — — — 2 2 
7 2 * s 4 __— " K * - « . _- = 
CODE” p V > SS g * K « 1 , 


- . LE r 
7 - N a = we 
= - — k . 1 


8 
— — * 
6 


— — — 
— TR 
1 
- . 


A KEY TO THE LOck. 


. To pay you! You are a moſt unmerciful creditor ! 
Juan. Debts of honour, Madam, ſuffer no delay. 

D. Elv. Other debts may, then, it ſeems! I own it requires 
more ſolidity of judgment than we women poſleſs, to appreciate 
that doctrine which gives Honour the precedency over Juſtice. — 
Sancho, fold up that paper, and I'll put it in my pocket-book. 

D. Juan. For what purpoſe ? | 

D. Elv. A neceſſary precaution. . But as women, you know, 
have more cunning than candour 

D. Juan. That obſervation you ſtole from mel have made 
it a hundred times. 

D. Elv. I don't doubt it in the leaſt. But that being true, you 
know, you'll certainly allow me an hour to examine the contents 
of the paper? | 

D. N Four and twenty hours, if you pleaſe. 

D. Elu. No, I don't deſire more time than will be juſt neceſſar 
to relate the adventures of the day. You know I deteſt ſolitude. 
After you went out this morning, I experienced that reſtleſineſs 
of mind which makes us eager to be employed in ſomething, 
though it renders us unfit for every thing. In ſhort, I was dying 
with the vapours. I repaired to the balcony, from whence I was 
driven by the rain. I then fat down to my embroidery, but to 
no purpoſe. I tried my harpſichord, but in vain. Spleen had 
thrown ſo black a veil over all my ideas, that I was glad once 
more to betake myſelf to the balcony, and ſeek for amuſement 
in looking on the paſſengers. As I was thus employed, I ſaw a 
gentleman on horſeback, who bowed as he paſſed the window. 
At that inſtant caprice got the better of reaſon. I felt the horrors 


24 
D. ' Nothing but to pay me. (Puts down the Paper.) 
D. Et 
D 


at the idea of dining alone; and determined to ſend a ſervant to 


ſtop the gentleman, and to preſent Donna Roderica's compli- 
ments to him, requeſting him to alight, and walk into the 


houſe. 


D. Juan. But why Donna Roderica's compliments? 

D. Elv. A whim! I tell you I was under the influence of 
caprice; beſides, I did not with him to know that I was the wife 
of Don Juan, who has an eſtate ſomewhere in this country. 
(Kai ſing her voice.) He accepted my invitation; and, when he 
entered the room, I ſaw a man whoſe addreſs beſpoke the gentle- 
man. He poſſeſſed one of thoſe open countenances which inſpire 
confidence at firſt fight. Pleaſed with his appearance, I per- 


ſuaded him to ſtay dinner. In the courſe of the day, he paid me 


the molt flattering compliments, and ſeiaed every opportunity of 
conyincing 
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convincing me that he did not look on me with an eye of indif- 
ference ; nay, he went ſo far as to tell me ſo: and, whether he is 
naturally forward in his behaviour to women, or whether, in 
ipite of my endeavours to conceal it, my eyes betrayed the plea- 
{ure I experienced in his company In ſhort, what can I ſay! 
Excuſe my frankneſs in the moſt intereſting part of a conver- 
ſation, far from diſpaſſionate, you returned; and I had but juſt 
time to conceal him in that cloſet, from whence he hears what 
I am faying.—But I am ſorry to have detained you ſo long, as 
you mult doubtleſs be fatigued with your day's fport. 
D. Juan. Madam 

D. Elv. Did the ſtag lead you far from home? 

D. Juan. Stag! no, Madam. 

D. Elv. You ſeem diſturbed at ſomething ? 

D. Juan. Oh no, not I.—But the gentleman in the cloſet, I 
ſhould think, muſt be tired of his poſt. 

Inis. (Aſide.) Heavens 

D. Elo. Oh! think no more of him, I beg I'm ſorry it 

ſhould have made you uneaſy. (4 ſhort pauſe. )—But, pray, don't 

let me detain you any longer—you muſt want to take off your 
boots: beſides, I—I could wiſh to be alone. 


[Inis end Sancho retire in confuſion to the back of the tage, 


Inis much alarmed. ] 


D. Juan. I dare ſay you would. 
D. Ely. I deſire, Don Juan 
D. Juan. And I deſire, Ma'am, to enter that cloſet, and ſee 
the man who has dared 

Inis. How could ſhe be ſo imprudent! (Aſide.) 

D. Elv. (In ſeeming confuſion.) Permit me, Sir, to propoſe 
terms of accommodation. If I've loſt the wager, give me my 
revenge. | . | 

D. Juan. Give me the key of the cloſet—this is no time for 
trifling. ; 

B. Ele. The Key, Sir? 

D. Juan. Yes, Ma'am, the Key—the Key—the Key! 

D. Elv. Suppoſe I have it not? 8 


D. Juan. Oh, there are means of entering without it. 
D. Elv. No violence, Sir! Firſt hear what I have to ſay. 
D. Juan. I am all attention, Madam. 

D. Ele. Be ſeated, Sir. 

D. Juan. No, Madam. 


| D. Elu. 
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D. Elv. Before you proceed to extremities, which will re- 
flect equal diſgrace on us both, pleaſe to pay me fifty piſtoles for 
the wager you have loſt. 

D. Juan. Zounds! Madam, this is too much. 

D. Elu. Stop, Sir! ſtop! In this paper you have forgotten 
to mention a Key—a Key—a Key! I apprehend, you do not 
doubt it's being made of iron? You have mentioned it, indeed, 
often enough ſince, and that with a degree of paſſion which I little 
expected. But it's too late—the wager's loſt, I was deſirous of 
reminding you of your loſs by a ſtratagem, which ſhould lead 
* to aſk for the very thing you had omitted to mention. But 

am now convinced of the danger of trifling with a ſuſpicious 
temper. —Here, Sir, is the paper. ( Breaks the ſeal, and gives it to 
him. He reads it with an air of ſhame and confuſion.) As to the 
Key you were ſo anxious to have, here it is.— Take it, Sir. 
Search the cloſet; and do me the juſtice to believe, that if pru- 
dence ſhould prompt me to conceal a lover, I ſhould at leaft have 
ſenſe enough not to diſcover it to my hufband. 

D Juan. I know not what to ſay for myſelf. | 

D. Elv. Why do you helitate, Sir! If you don't open the 
door, I ſhall. | | 

D. Juan. How ſhall I atone for my unjuſt ſuſpicions? 

D. Etv. Oh, you'll find him there! I told you nothing but the 
truth, 1 aflure you. 

D. Juan. I throw myſelf at your feet 

D. Ely. Riſe, Don Juan, for ſhame! 

D. Juan. May J hope for your forgiveneſs ? 

D. Eu. You have it, Sir. 
D. Juan. Sincerely? 

D. £4. Moſt ſincerely. 

D. Juan. Your goodneſs equals your wit, 

D. Elv. Impute not to goodneſs what proceeds but from 
reaſon. | 

D. Juan. Zounds! who could have ſeen through it? ( Looks 


ever the Paper.) Yes, yes, with what ſkill and addreſs was I 


drawn on to alk fcr the infernal Key! (Reads.) Yes, here's 
the Lock—the /ards— the Spring—Screws—Bolts—and eve 
thing elſe, plain enoug —but the devil a Key! But, Sancho, 
are you ſure I did not mention it? | 
Sancho Very ſure, Sir: indeed, I thought of telling you of it. 
D. 22 K eaiiy, adam, I am at a lots for eds to expreſs 
my delight. Fl! go {or the fifty piſtoles directly z and, believe 
me, I never experienced ſo much pleaiure at winning a bett as I 
now 
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now do at loſing this. (Going.) ( Returns.)—But what a block- 

head muſt I be to ſuppoſe—faith, it's inconceivable ! Well, 

Ma'am, IIl haſten to diſcharge my debt. | 
[Ex 


eunt Don Juan and Sancho. 
D. Elv. And ] to releaſe my priſoner. (Opens the Cloſet- door. 
Come, Sir, 'tis time to releaſe = from your confinement. 


Don Pedro. By Heavens, Madam, I can ſcarcely credit my 
ſenſes ! 


Re-enter Don Juan. 


D. Elv. My huſband return'd ! (Aſide.) 

D. Juan. What, Don Pedro! My friend, how fares it with 
ou? J am happy to find you punctual to your engagement. 
My dear, this is my friend Don Pedro, an old brother officer, 
and one who will ſoon be allied to us by ſtronger ties than thoſe 
of friendſhip. Here are the Hoek: he piſtoles I loſt to you. 
D. Ely. A hundred ' Twas but fifty. | 

D. Juan. A hundred, Ma'am! a hundred! I have fined my- 
ſelf fifty - accept them as the forfeit of paſſion. Another time, 
my friend, I'll tell you the ſtory.—Such a trick ſo well play'd! 
*T will convince you what a wife I poſſeſs 

Don Pedro. I am already convinced of it. Every word ſhe 
has told you was truth. I was really in the room, and overheard 
your whole converſation; and the bett was her ingenious device 
to make you acquainted with it. 


D. Juan. I am obliged to you both, and will return in a mi- 
nute to thank you. Exit. 


D. Elv. Tis now, Sir, my turn to exclaim. It ſeems I have 
been your dupe all the time. 5 

Don Pedro. No, Madam; but, you ſee, I have not been yours. 

D. Elo. Well, I've deſerved it. And that woman who is a 
little touch'd—abſent at times — ſo far as to forget her own 
name Ah! Don Pedro! : 

Don Pedro. I truſt, Madam, you'll excuſe my idle raillery. 

D. Elv. I do more, Sir; 7 thank you for it. Twill be an 
uſeful leſſon; and will teach me, that when Virtue condeſcends 
to wear the garb of Vice, though Conſcience may acquit, yet 
Prudence will condemn—and with juſtice: for ſhe who forgets 

the reſpect that is due to herſelf, ceaſes to be reſpectable. 


But what did Don Juan mean by ſaying that you would ſoon be 
allied to us by nearer ties? 


Don Pedro. That, Madam, he will explain: and it ſeems it is 


not his intention to keep you ong in ſuſpence, for here he 
comes,—Heavens ! my Laura here! 


Enter 


— Ol OO - 


„c IG 


% 


28 A KEY, ro THE Lock. 


Eu, Don Juan, Lana "bs and Margaretta. 


Din 1 Ves, hege the is, and as lovtly/ab an angel! Take 
her, as ne ſtrongeſt proof I can offer of my friendſhip. My 
dear, you'did not Know that this young lady was in your houſe, 
She arrived late laſt night. You had Wet to bed; and Iwent 
aut fo early this morning, that I had no opportunity of intro- 
ducing her to you before, She js ae nearly related to us, being 
the daughter of my poor deceaſed br Who died in my arms 
at the battle of Saragptlh, I was the only perſon entruſted with 
75 e ſecret of his marriage; and the reafoly. which induced me N 

onceal it from you thus long, were of ſuch importance as muſt. 
enſure your approbation. My father's extreme ſeverity was too 
well k:owh.—But I'll explain the whole to you hereafter. Re- 
folved to diſpoſe of her in marriage, I have given her to this gen- 
tleman— ] ſay given her, becauſe ſhe is indeed a gift worth 
monarch's acceptance: nor ſhould I have beſtowe her on Don 
Pedro, had I known a more worthy man. 

Don Pears. And does my Laura conſent to my happineſs ? L 


Lara. I have too great a "FRET for my aunt to di iſpole « 4 


myſelf without her permiſſion, 


Don Pedro. 1 truſt Madam, you wil not withold Jour ap- 
probation? * 


D. Elv. Certainly not,” Your choice reliefs e. equal credit on 

ur taſte and judgment; and I don't doubt youll procure. her 
ben happineſs e fo richly merits. —Give him your hand, Laur FA 

"Laura, When, 8 prompts, - bow ſweet. is obedience 
RR n [Ging N 

D. Juan. That n my girl— that's as it ſho 

D. Flu. It Tam cot n SETS, TORE 
as Which in this age 


